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and find out what was wrong with it. My only excuse is the con-
ditions under which we worked. There can be a great difference
in the way a man's mind functions in a comfortable office or study
and in a dark icy tent, hands numb with cold, realising that life
itself may depend on his calculations. Though the mercury out-
side stayed near 15 degrees Fahrenheit, a certain amount of snow
clung to our canvas boots. This melted in the tent, and the canvas
soaked in the water. Our feet became permanently wet as a result.
The leather moccasins I had unwisely worn began to shrink with
dampness, impeding blood circulation in my feet, with serious con-
sequences to me later.
Yet they say blessings often come in disguise. For geographical
science my faulty sextant proved to be a blessing. Had it been
accurate, one or two sets of observations at each stop would have
checked with our estimated positions, and we would probably have
let it go at that, well content to be within ten or twenty miles
of complete accuracy. As it was, we took many observations which
enabled scientists later, when the sextant's error had been com-
puted, to fix the position of our Camp II certainly within a mile
of its true place. Checking back from that, they could put the
Eternity Mountains, the Sentinel Range, and other landmarks I
discovered on the new map as accurately as any ground survey
could do.
The late afternoon of November 27—23.55, G.C.T.—saw us fly-
ing again, but it was to be only for fifty minutes. The weather
became so thick we could scarcely see to land. Evidently we were
on the down-grade to the Ross Barrier. Our position, ascertained
later, was 114° 45' W. Long., 79° 58' S. Lat.
No sooner had we pitched our tent than a blizzard broke upon
us. For three days we lay in our sleeping-bags, trying to keep
warm. It was minus 5° Fahrenheit and so cold I had to take my
fur parka from beneath my bed and draw it over my feet and legs
inside the sleeping-bag. I thought surely the tent would go with us
inside it, as the floor-cloth on which we lay was sewed to the sides
of the tent. We were spared this unceremonious flight only because
the pegs holding the guy-ropes had frozen so firmly in position
that even a forty-five-mile gale could not tear them out.
When the blizzard abated we were able to cut snow-blocks with

